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+hnerve. If yon can come to me in three days, I 

, will have it done. The duke will yet wait five 

wdays ior me. Come to me then, and I will flee.— 

if yon love me, let me do my work.” | 

“17 1 did not love you 1 ahould not be here,” re- | 

~tarned the maiden, strogeling to keep back the 

shears that swelled up from the fount of her deep 

elings But I will try to be here ia three days | 

from now. Will yon promise to flee then *” 

‘ Yes, Marianna, 1 will promise you that.” 

[hen God save you till thattime. 1 think I can | 

om then.’ 

Lis 

y a:gme 

' almost unheeded by 

356 chr Cavlicton Sontinel, 
(3 I An hour later, and the artist was startled by “Tt was my mother.” hands, and even the relations of Julian Pazzi 

igre any. hearing heavy footsteps in the corridor outside his| The duke of Modena sank down upon the sculp- came 10 him and forgave him for they knew that 
mes (door. With a quick movement he drew the green | tor’s tool, and though he gazed still upon the statue | their kinsman had-been all to blame. 

‘THE SCULPTOR OF MODENA. 
(CONCLUDED) 

“ How now, monk, uttered the sculptor, some- 
what petulently, “ have you come to shrive me ?” 

Without answering this question, the unbidden 
presence threw back the cowl, and Zanello start- 

ed on seeing the beautiful features of Marianna 

Torello. 

“gh!” uttered the maiden, holding up her 

white finger. “There may be danger at hand, so 

speak not too londly.” : 

* Blessed angel,” murmured Zanello, moving 

and taking her hand, and pressing it to his lips.— 

‘Has the dvke let you come to—" 

“ The Duke would not have sent me in this 

guise,” interrupted Marianna. “No, no! I have 

stolen my way here, end I have come to set you 

tree.” 

“ But surely the Duke will not pardon me ?” 

“No. You must escape. This garb will dis- 

guise you, The key of your door I will leave 

with you, and a trusty servant will be at the outer 

gate to let you forth. 1 have braved much to ac- 

complish this, but at length I have succeeded. — 

Oh, Zanello, yon may yet be saved.” 

The sculptor sat down upon his stool, and bur- 

ied his face in his hands. Fora long while he sat 

thus and then he arose and gazed upon the grow 

ing features of the Virgin. 

« Marianna,” he said at length, in a tone of sad 

sound, “I cannot go now. I must finish this work 

first. I must see it done.” 

“ But that will be too late,” urged the maiden. 

+ If vou love life, save it now.” 

« Ah, Signora, life is not so sweet as it once 

was. You would not flee with me.” 

“ Would you ask me to?” 

“ No, no. God forbid that I should see you in 

danger!” 

“ Then flee now,and when you find a safe home 

1 will come to you.” 

“ 0 God, what sweetness do you whisper in my 

ear. Youn will come to me, and be ever with me, 

and to bless and love me ¥” 

“ Yes, yes.” whispered the maiden, bowing her 

head upon the bosom of her lover. “Only flee 

now, and when you are safe, I will come to you.” 

The young sculptor struggled hard with the 

spirit that was thus called vp within him. But at 

length his face grew calm,and he drew the maid- 

en more closely to his bosom. 

y Marianna,” he said, © three nights in success- 

ion have I dreamed a strange dream. I thought I 

and the executioner was 

Suddenly there 
was upon the scaffold, 

ready to do his bloody work. 

ame an angelic presence and stayed the axe,and 

| was free. I kneeled down to thank my preserv- 

¢r.and 1 thought it was my own marble Vi:gin 

i that received my thanks. hrice has that dream 

Q, I must &nish my work. I must see that 

marble as it appeared to me in my dream,and then 

¢ 1 will {jee.” 

“ Alas! that may be too late. Let me be your 

. preserver.”? 
3 

> 

“ Do not tempt me. | would rather die than to 

¢ give you pain, and | would rather die than to live | 

to see my work unfinished. I will strain every 

It 

For a moment longer these two bosoms beat to- 

sether, and then Marianna Torello drew the dark 

““owl over er head and glided away from the pris- 

“on room 
{ 

With the sculptor, the hours of day light passed 

He worked upon lus statue 

a ith unceasing diligence, and on the morning of 
CELL third day from the visit of Marianna, it was all 
‘NET 

fo 

win 4038 of thought and soul. 

Liguesouzht : | 

of ruPTHeon was passed half away, and the ideal had 

So cork. and with crms folded across his breast, he 
Yop azed upon 1. Awhile he stood thus and then he 

ren’ 

“lone save a few finishing strokes that were need- 

: it the full blush of life. 

Laseed on. and the marble began to throw off the 

Wast vestiges of colduess, and assame wurmer 

Zanello’'s dinner was 
The af- 

"Lito ove 
. 
WR 

to him, but he did not touch i. 

_pepme real. The seulpior stepped back from his 

sa* back upon his stool and wept 

/ 
/ 

The hours | 

screen over the statue. Hardly had he done this, 
when the door was opened, and the duke entered 
alone. Zanello was not prepared for this, but yet 
he met the noble signor calmly. 

« Well, Zanello, I have come to see how you 
progress with your work. You have given up your 
task for to-day it seems.” 
“Yes, my lord. The light is failing me, and 1 

am weary,” 
“But T will see how much you have accomplish- 

ed.” 
“ Not now, my lord. Come here at this hour 

tomorrow, and you shall see it.” 
“ Yes, and I must see it now too. Be not teo 

jealous of your art, Zanello, for you will not live 
long to profit by it. Remove the screen, and let 
me see how looks our marble Virgin” 

Not now, my lord duke,” persisted the sculptor, 
with considerable agitation. ** Grant me until to- 

morrow. To-morrow at this hour you may see it. 
for then it shall be yours. Tt is mine now ” 

But the duke was not to be put off thus. He 
had come to see the statue, and he was not a man 
to be balked of his purpose. 

“ Yon musi excuse me,” he said, as he moved 
towards the statue. 

Inder other circumstances Zanello would have 
pushed the intruder back, but he dared not do it 
now. He only put forth his hand with a convul- 
sive movement as he saw the duke pull the screen 
from the statue. 

At this moment the door of the room was again 
opened, and the lady Marianna, disguised as be- 
fore, entered. She closed the door carefully after 
her, and then for the first time she saw the duke. 

‘Aha! whom have we here ?” uttered Anton- 
10. 

Zanello was upon the point of assuring the duke 
that it was only a monk that had come to shrive 

him, but the maiden exposed herself before he 
could speak. The sight of her guardian operated 
so powerfully upon her that she uttered a quick 

cry, and she trembled so violently that the cowl 
fell*back from her face. 

‘“ Marianna !” uttered the duke,as he recognised 
the beautiful features of his ward. “Zanello,what 
means this? You have been deceiving me. This 
then,is the secret of thy soul, you shall die this very 
night 1” 

This startled the maiden back te her sense. She 
sprang forward,and kneeling at the feet of the duke 
she clasped her hands together: 

“ No, no! my good lord,” she eried: 

not to blame for this. 

all. 

“0, he is 
Its [—1, who have done it 

Pardon, pardon, for Zanello!” Dark clouds 

his bosom. He loved the gentle girl who knelt at 
his [eet and he vas more grieved than angry now 
that he found the sculptor likely to be innocent of 
the meeting. 

“ Marianna,” he at length said, “ why are you 
here 

** To liberate Zanello.” 
“ You love him then ?” 
44 Yes”? 

The duke turned away and as he did so his eyes 
fell upon the marble features he had uncovered.— 
He started back as he saw thein, and for the first 

| time the sculptor seemed forgotten. 

\ 

It was a face 
of marveloos beauty that dwelt upon thai marble 
statue, and the beau'y was as strange as it was 
marvelous. It was a maternal beauty—a soft 

| shining, heavenly countenance—full of soul and 
holy love. The hands were clasped upon the 
swelling borom,and the eyes were turned towards 

The duke gazed and gazed,and he plac- 
ed kis hands upon his brow and then gazed again. 

' heaven. 

and in the stead thereof there was a radiant light 
breaking over his features. His own hands were 

| slowly folded upon his Losom, even as were the 
marble hands upon which he gazed and his eyes 

' gradually turned heavenward. At length he tuen- 
ed toward the sculptor, 

“ Zaunello,” lie said in a hushed whisper, “ your 
work 1s don 

“Yes my lord,” returned the artist, strangely 
puzzled by the duke’s manner. 

’ i“ 

| Even Mariavna had for the moment forgotten 
| the startling scene that kad just passed. 

“ Where is the model for that face?” asked An- 
tonio in the same low whisper. 

“In my own heart, most noble duke.” 
“ But how eame it there? 

“1 have carried it there from earliest childhood, 
Pardon me, my lord, for it was sacrilege to put 
those features upon the Virgin bother. A more 
lovely countenance never shown upea earth than 
the one | have imaged there ? 

But who—-who wore that countenance ® 

yet it was evident that his thoughts were fara- 
Lime, 
 Zanello,” he said after a long silence “tell me 

more of this. Tell me what you know of that 
mother, for I, too, remember a face like that.” 
The sculptor was startled, for as he now gazed 

upon the duke’s countenance a strange sensation 
came over him. 
“My lord duke,” he said, *[ have a very sim- 

ple tale to tell. The first that I remember of life 
was in Dalmatia. In a quiet cot upon the banks 
of the Cherby I lived all alone with my mether. 
She came from some plaee in Italy to escape 1e- 
ligious persecution. My father was killed. Twas 
her youngest child, and with me, then an infant, 
she fled. One other child a boy of twelve years, 
she left behind for he was at Rome with an uncle, 
and she had to go without him. When I was 15 
years old, my mother died. I saw her buried ard 
then I cameto Italy to study. My mother advised 
me not to come hither,but I knew not why I should 
fear.” 

¢ And your mother’s name ? 
1 only knew that it was Lucretia. She would 

never tell me more, for she said my name would 
only be a curse to me.’ 

¢ Alas, poor Lucretia!” murmured the duke as 
he bowed his liead. “In one short month after 
she fled the proscription was taken from her house 
and she was sought for in vain.—Zanello, your 

father did die—he suffered under the ban of pro- 
scription, but his memory has been cleared from 
all stain.’ 

“And you knew my mother?’ said the sculptor 
tremblingly. ' 

¢ Ay,Zanello, for she was my mother tee! In my 
own prison have I found my brother!” 

The duke stepped forwaid as he spoke, and 
placed his arms about the sculptors neek.—Zanel- 
lo would not have made the least demonstration, 
but now that he found his brother loved him, he 
gave his heart up to the emotions that had found a 
place in his soul. No doubt existed of the reali- 
ty of what he had heard, for it all came in heav- 
enly tones upon his ear. 

Mananna realized the whole in a moment, and 
as she leaned up against the window-casing for 
support, her small white hands were clasped in 
hopeful prayer. 

“0, how well do 1 remember those sainted fea- 
tures,” murmured the duke, as he gazed upon the 
marble face, but with his hand still upon his bro- 
ther's shoulder. ‘J ean see my mother as I left 

her on the morning of my departure for Rome.—1 
' kissed her when she blessed me, and how Lkissed 

swept across his face, and wild emotions raged in | my infant brother that lay upon her bosera. I nev. 
er saw her again, and my heart grew eeid and se- 
vere. But it's warmer now, for | am net alene on 
earth. Our father, Zanello, was the lawful duke 
of Modena, and when I came of age [ followed 
to the oflice. Come, come, this prison is no place 
for you. 

¢ And you can save me ¥ 
‘ Save you? Yes. The law cannot harm you 

now, for you are one of the noblest patricians in 
Modena. By my faith, that marble Virgin has a 
wonderons magic in it. It has saved your life, 
given you a noble statien, and bestowed upoa me 
a dearly loved brother. 

“And has it done nething for me!” whispered 
Marianna, moving to the duke’s side and laying 
her hand upon his shouvlder. 

‘ For you, Marianna ¥ 

‘Ay, my good lord. You should not keep all 
tue charm of the magic Virgin for yourself’ 
The maiden hung down her head as she ceas- 

| ed speaking, and Antonio felt a warm tear fall up- 
| All sigos of the conflict were gone from his face, | on his hand. ; 

‘ Ay, my sweet ward,” uttered the duke, with a 
light smile, ¢ I fear that your wickedness will tri- 
umph after all. Yon have trampled upon my au- 
thority—sought to thiow offi my protection—at- 
tempted to set my prison house at nought, and 
now you would have me be kind to you. I have 
a great notion to put you away from me ; Zanello, 

will you take her! 

The duke pushed the maiden toward his broth- 
er, as he said this, and from the smile that dwelt 
upon his countenance, the lovers knew that there 
was no more barrier to their love. The sculptor 
caught Marianna to his bosom.,and when she look - 
ed up through her happy tears she murmured : 

“Ab, Zanello; your dream was true, after all.’ 
» * * * ES 

There was wonder and excitement in Modena 
when it wae known that the youngest son of the 
dead duke was returned to the home of his birth, 
and hundreds who came to gaze upon the marbla 
Virgin, remembered well the loved features of the 

| long lost duchess. Zanello found friends on all 

There was a marriage ceremony in the ducal 
palace, and when it was concluded, the duke kiss- 
ed the blushing bride, aud then turning to Zanel- 
lo hesaid: ~~ 
‘Now signor sculptor, yeu have the truant in 

your keeping, and | advise you not to suffer her 
to show her face to any other artist for a model — 
There’s a witchery in the business.’ 

“I's a marvelous pleasing witchery, at all 
events, returned Zanello, as he drew his beautiful 
bride more closely to his side, and looked loving - 
ly into her radiant face. 
Marianna only smiled in reply. 

happy to speak. 
The marble Virgin is still in Modena. Jt stands 

by itself in the chapel of the dueal palace, and 
the old Benediztine who attends there loves to 
point it out to visitors, and relate the strange cir- 
cumstances connected with its history. 

How he got his Fingers bit. 
Herr Alexander, the magician, was arrested on 

the 21 ult. at Rochester, and taken in irons to Lock- 
port, on the instance of a man who was his bail 
Iwo years ago in a ease of damages, Alexander 

She was too 

having failed to appear. 
Finding the above item going the rounds of the 

press, and happening to know something about the. 
case of damages above alluded to, perhaps we 
shall be pardoned; if we write a deseription of the 
laughable though unfortunate affair. 

At an evening exhibition at Lockport, N, Yi, 
some two years since, given by Herr Alexander, 
the magician, he propesed amung other feats of 
legerdemain and: wonder, that any persen in. the. 
andience, should have the privilege of loading and 
firing the pistol at his head, ia the presence of the 
audience, and he- would catch between his front 
teeth, the identieal ball used on the occasion. 
As may well be supposed, an announcement of. 

this kind, posted ap in all public places, in an inland 
village like Lockport, set the whole town by the. 
ears, and al an early hour the spacious Hall was 
crowded almost to. suffocation, and among the. 
number assembled, was a young man who consid- 
ered that his eye teeth had been eut a little too. 
leng and a little too deep, to be dope by a strolling 
magieian. Rising from his seat therefore, when 
the performance hud proceeded us far as the pistol 
act, he exclaimed— 

‘Just you hold on, my old covy, I wants to look 
at that shooting iron myself, afore its loaded.’ 

“ Oui, Monsieur,” exclaimed the little French- 
man ; “bat ’tis all von—a—a—vot you call 'im de 
humbug, and I notis by your beautiful head and 
eyes, dat you eachy me in mine trick so F tink as. 
better so ave somebody else.’ 

No you don’t replied the spirited young man: 
“I just want a pass at your head myself, and Pll 
blow your eyes where the crows can’t find ‘em ; 
see if I don’t. So pass along the pistol and let me 
load it’ 
As the young man and his friends. insisted upon 

the magieian’s complying with the request, it be- 
ing no more, as they said, than what was advertis- 
ed on the bills, the audience realized a cold tremos 
as the pistol, powder and ball-were handed tothe 
young man te prepare for the expected tragedy, and 
as he was pouring in an uncommon large charge 
of powder, a friend at his side whispered in his 
ear— 
“Don’t for Heaven's sake fire the pistol at him 

loaded in that way, oryou’ll blow hishead to 
pieces the first fire ; then you'll have to answer for 
it by being strung up yourself.’ 

“ Never you mind about me,” replied the excit- 
ed marksmaa ; I've taken advice upan the subject 
and the law can’t touch me, if I kill him on the 
spot. And I'm bound to do it, too, or loose a limb! 
lam or [ wouldn't say so? 

The little magician dwing this time, was ner- 
vousty walking backward und forward, incoherent~ 
ly talking to himself and trying to explain to the 
young man how the pistol should be held, that it 
should not be injurious or dangerous to the person 
firing it. 

“ You moonsht not take the pistol in both 
hands,” exclaimed the nervous and seligitons ma- 
gician ; “if you take the pistol in both hands, yon 
will burt yonrself. | Take de pistol in one hand and 
bold it from 1odder une so long as your arms, so! 
den il you kill me, you will make yourself na 
more.’ 

“ Don’t you bother yourself how I hold the pis- 
tol,” replied the young man; ‘1 can blow yer 
head off ball way across the roomand hold the gun 
as I likes,s0 don’t worry yoursell about me, but 
jest step back to the stand and let me have a broad- 
sude ot yer, and Pll give you a lesson that'll make 
you dance! 
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